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You may think this all insensitive and unappealingOn the contrary; I bear love and much warmth -overwhelms me.-In the memories of this special place.
The air is clear and heavy from its pureness, the cities music not uncommon from other places. But to me, there is only this spot, and the thrust that produces the occasion.
I smile and embrace how lucky I am that I held it. I sense the cold breeze from Snow Mountains. I will never forget its existence. Nor will I ever forget its sensations.
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